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“BLESS THOU THE CUNS.”

Hid In earth's cuverns deep,
In the cold ores aslecp,
Or in the Hghtning's thrall,
Foree walts for Fresdom's eall '
Out of thy mountains old
Thou wuv 't the iron we mold
And the stern empered steel
To Hbweriy we seal
Muy we thy wifts of might
Tser well 1o serve the rivhe:
Anil masy our elghteons wrath
Leuve ¢lear for pence o path
Hless thou the suns’

Not worn with anclent bt

W the first shoek awalt

Not thut our Saxon Kin

Hemmisd the Armda in

But thot thy word may e

No empty prophoecy

That fuith may rise. restorsd
» Hy the avenging swond

We out of pencelnl ways

Turn to the power that slavs

Out of the butile's Hame

Lord. bring us fre from hlame

Hless thou the puns’

Lord, at our very door

Peath clutehes at thy poor

Al stricken Hinrty

Ralses her hand to thes

Lord. tis our task to do

If thine own word be troe!

Thou who the stars has blent

In the fime = firmament

Thou who 1o Fresdom's band

Gy =t the new Western ban !

Thou who didst Israel leud

Forth, free of Phianroah’s groed

Bless thou the guns®

Meredith Nicholson in Inlinnapolis Journal

IT ALL DEPENDS.

A putriotie veteran. who enn rhyme as well as
fight. sent us this from Haeonton:
T'm rewdy, I'moresdy 1o shoulder my gun

Pon't Keer what the iehtin [ for
If the guv'ment 1 give me o leir for the one

The one it shot off in the war’

({Hoorour' )
For the leg it shot off in the war'”
Allanta Constition.

DIXIE FOR DEWEY.

Oh. de Spaninnds blow, en brog. en bluster
Twell Dewey come. and jerked his duster,
En away
Ixat duy
Went de Spanish <hips forever’
Pey's  ~ome  Inlks tell him Walt twell
Maondiy
But he Knoeked “em all six wiys for Sunday’
1 En away.
| Dt slny
Went e Spanish ships forever”
Oh. Dewes come, and e erops wp guiet,
Pen t7un loose i nmizhiy riot
it Wiy,
Ikt doy
Went de Spanish ships forever”

He tod e ad] dat be boun ter @it om

Never knowed whut the devil hit em”
Enonwny

| {Howorny ')

' Went the Spanish ships forever’

Atlauts Constitntion

ON THE EVE OF WAR.

O, il of Battles. who art still

The Ciond of the Love, the God of Rest,
Subidue thy peeoples teey will,

And quell the pissions in their hreast”
Hetore we bathe our hids in Blosd
Wi Hift them to thy Holy Hoawd,

| The waiting nations hold thelr bresth
| Toeateh the drendful batthe-cry:
And in the silenee ps of death

The fateful hours go softly hy.
03 hedr the peaple whers they pray,
Al <hirive our souls before they fray?

Before the sun of pemce shall st
W kneel apart o solemn while:
ity the eyves with sorrow wet
Pt phty moest the lps that smile.
The night coms first: we hear afur
The taving of the wolves of war.

Not Hehtls. € not Hehtly, Lond,
Lot this nur awlul task begin:

Speuk from thy throne o warning waord
Above the anpry factions din

1f this e thy Most Holv will

Pe with us <till e with us stifl?

Danske Dandrefidee. in the Independent.
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